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Summary:
Andrew kissed Ashley gently on the forehead. She opened her eyes to look at him and a tear escaped down her cheek. He wanted to make her feel better, but he didn't know how. Their conversation had left him emotionally drained.

"So, want to plan a murder?" he asked. Yep, nailed it.

— — —

The Graves siblings talk about feelings, kill someone, and then have sex. These events are related.
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This takes place an indeterminate amount of time (maybe a month?) after the Burial/love ending for Chapter 2.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
Andrew sat on a park bench a few blocks from this week's motel. It was louder here than he'd prefer—there was a game on at the sports bar across the street—but this was the only bench in the park not covered in bird shit. He sighed and tipped his head back to look at the sky. The night was dark except for the streetlights, but no stars were visible through the smog. It was still easier to think out here than in the motel room with Ashley.

Ashley…

She'd always been loud and distracting, but since... ... .... Well, suffice to say she had new ways of distracting him now. He rolled his shoulders, wincing when the motion pulled on the scabbed-over scratch marks. They'd had to buy a first aid kit after she clawed his back hard enough to draw blood. Andrew didn't want to risk infection—no way was he going to a doctor while on the run. It was worth it though. Ashley was… fucking her was as exhausting as any other interaction with her, but fuck did she feel good around him. Once he got her going enough to drop her coy act, she was unabashedly enthusiastic. If he was being honest with himself—which was rare—sex had never been this much fun with any of his girlfriends. Yeah, she was his sister, but he was doomed anyway. Might as well enjoy what was left of his life while it lasted.

He sighed again. If only he could convince her he wasn't going anywhere. She didn't seem to realize she had him wrapped around her fingers (he should probably be embarrassed about that, but he couldn't bring himself to care). He'd tried to tell her but she never believed him. Nothing he did was good enough. Even after they’d fucked, she'd still been a jealous little bitch anytime he talked to another woman. Which was half the population. It was extremely tedious. It felt like the majority of their problems were caused by her blowing up over some perceived slight. If she would just calm the fuck down and let him explain things…

Yeah right, like that was going to happen. He couldn't admit half this stuff to himself, no way was he going to be able to tell Ashley what she wanted to hear. He couldn't stand the thought of laying his soul bare for her and it not being enough. For all the trouble she caused him, she was still the best thing in his life. It kind of hurt that she thought so poorly of him sometimes.

Andrew was pulled out of his thoughts by the sound of heels clicking on pavement. A woman—it wasn't Ashley—was walking towards him from the direction of the bar. He got a good look at her as she passed under a street lamp. She was all dressed up for something. Her knee-length skirt had cuts up the sides to show off her thighs and her deep neckline revealed cleavage and a lacy bra… not that she had much to show off compared to his Ashley. She was wearing bright red lipstick that drew his attention to her lips. She was quite pretty. But, again, she wasn't Ashley.

That was the part Ashley didn't seem to understand. Sure, he thought other women were pretty. But it wasn't like he was planning to fuck any of them. It wasn't like he could even if he wanted to. Even disregarding the fact that Ashley would kill anyone else he had sex with (and probably also him…), he couldn't go up to some lady and say, "Hey, I'm a murderous cannibal on the run from the law, wanna fuck?" Ashley was his only option and he wasn't even that upset about it. Actually, since he was already being more honest with himself than usual tonight, he was pretty happy about it.

The lady stopped next to him. "You got a light?"

Andrew grunted and passed her his lighter. She lit her cigarette and sat down next to him before giving the lighter back. Andrew kept his face blank despite his growing annoyance. That hadn't been an invitation.

"Shitty night, isn't it?"

Andrew didn't respond, but the lady didn't seem to need him to.

"I had a date, but he stood me up."

Great. Good for him. Andrew hadn't asked.

"I was hoping to find some company, and you seemed lonely."

Looked like she wasn't taking his silence as a hint. "No," he said. Not like he could be lonely with Ashley around constantly demanding his attention.

"You're not lonely? Well, are you looking for a good time?" She leaned in towards him, and he could smell the booze and cigarette smoke on her breath.

"No," he said again, "I have a girlfriend."

Why did he say that? Was Ashley his girlfriend? Well, it wasn't like he could tell this woman, "No, I don't want to have sex with you because my sister, who I also fuck, would kill both you and then me." Also, why invite the added complication? He could have sex with Ashley whenever he wanted.

"I have a room here at the motel," the woman purred, leaning even closer. "She wouldn't have to know."

Andrew stood up abruptly. "No. I'm not interested. Goodnight."

As he was walking away, the woman called after him, "I'm a better lay than your girlfriend, you don't know what you're missing out on!"

Andrew stopped, then looked over his shoulder, smirking. "I sincerely doubt that."

He walked away, listening to the woman yell obscenities after him. She wasn't nearly as creative as Ashley at that either. He considered going straight back to the motel, but if the woman was also staying there he didn't want her following him to his room. He cut around to the other side of the park, making sure he was out of her line of sight. He'd have a cigarette and then head back. Maybe that would be enough time to get his thoughts in order.

Two cigarettes later, Andrew let himself back into the motel room and closed the door behind him. He was greeted with the sight of Ashley perched like a gargoyle on the edge of the shitty motel bed, grinning widely at him.

"I heard what you said to her," Ashley crooned. She slid off the bed and walked towards him, hips swaying seductively. "Youuuuu called me your girlfriend."

What?

"What?" Andrew asked.

"I heard you, talking to that slut in the park." She ran both hands up his chest to rest on his shoulders, then looked up at him, still grinning. On instinct, Andrew leaned down and lightly kissed her nose. Then, her words registered.

"You were there?"

"You didn't see me?" If possible, Ashley's grin was even wider now.

Andrew shook his head. He hadn't seen her. He was shocked she hadn't made a scene when that lady came onto him.

"Guess you were telling the truth after all," Ashley said. Her face was hard to read, but she sounded almost… surprised? Then she smiled again and continued in a sing-songy voice, "You think I'm a better lay than her! Youuuuu wanna fuu~uuck me!"

Andrew put his hands on her hips and pulled her towards him so her whole body was flush against his. She giggled and squirmed closer. The scratch marks on his shoulders stung slightly as she gripped them. He wasn't hard yet, but if she kept this up he was going to be soon. He slid his hands down to her ass and squeezed. "Yeah? What gave it away?"

Ashley giggled again and pulled his head down for a kiss. Like the rest of her personality, her kisses oscillated between sweet and violent. One minute she was lapping coquettishly at his lips, the next she was pulling his hair and biting with enough force to make him bleed. He didn't hate it. He didn't think he'd ever get bored of kissing her like he had with some of his girlfriends. As if on cue, her teeth sunk into his lower lip and he tasted blood. In retaliation he sucked her tongue into his mouth and bit down hard on the tip so she couldn't free it without injury. Ashley squeaked in indignation, but he didn't release her tongue. She glared at him, slightly cross-eyed.

"Aaaaa---yyyyy," she complained. Wrong answer! He bit down just a little harder. Ashley whined, and Andrew's cock didn't react at all. Definitely.

He held onto her tongue until she started to actually struggle, then let her go. He pressed a gentle kiss to her pouted lips. She just needed to behave and he'd give her everything she wanted. He ran a hand through her hair and tugged gently at her ponytail. Ashley sighed softly against his lips.

"I wish they wouldn't talk to you," she said.

"Who?"

Ashley pulled back from the kiss. The pout on her face had turned into a full-blown frown. "Those hussies! Trying to steal you away from me!"

"Ashley…" Andrew really didn't want to have this fight again.

"No! It keeps happening and I hate it!"

"Ashley, I don't want any of them, I have you."

"I don't believe you!" Ashley's voice was getting louder. Andrew needed some way to defuse this situation before the neighbors came knocking.

"What can I do to prove it to you?"

That wasn't the usual script for this fight, which seemed to surprise Ashley out of her rant. "What?"

Andrew sighed. "I'm tired of you not believing me. I've told you a million times. You have me, I'm not going anywhere without you. What can I do that will make you believe me?"

"Oh." Ashley didn't seem to know what to say to that. She opened and closed her mouth a couple times. "I don't… I don't know."

"Yeah." Andrew was exhausted. "That's the problem. There's nothing I can do that's good enough for you."

"Oh," Ashley said again. She was still frowning, but it was more pensive than upset. Andrew hoped that meant they were making progress.

"Just think about it, okay?" He pulled her into his arms and ran his fingers through her hair again.

Ashley nodded against his chest. "Okay."

Andrew was roused from his peaceful slumber by Ashley repeatedly poking him in the face.

"Hey, hey, Andy. Are you awake?"

Andrew tried his best to ignore her and pretend to be asleep.

"Andrewwwwwww," she whined.

He opened his eyes. "What?"

"I thought of how you can prove it to me."

"How?" He was hoping the answer would be sex, but he knew he wasn't that lucky.

"You think she's pretty, right?"

And… what? What did that have to do with anything? … Well, at least he had a better idea of how to answer this one now. "I guess she was, but you're pretty too and I like you better."

"Really?" The motel room was dim, but there was enough light coming in through the cheap blinds for him to see her expression of surprised happiness. "I-I mean yeah, of course you do!"

"She walked up to me and all I could think was that you had better tits."

"Damn right I do!" Ashley looked delighted. It warmed something in Andrew's moldy rotten heart. "But… you did think was pretty, didn't you?"

It seemed like she wasn't going to let this go. Andrew sighed. "Yeah, I did. What of it?"

Unexpectedly, Ashley smiled again. But this smile didn't look happy; it looked more like a weapon.

"I want you to kill her."

Again, what?

"Uh… okay, but why?"

Ashley giggled again. "Well, there are a lot of pretty sluts in the world and I'm worried you're going to find one to fuck and leave me behind. So, I need you to prove that it doesn't matter that they're pretty. Because you have me and I'm better than them. So you have to kill her."

Alright. Well. That was dubiously logical, but given Ashley it kind of made sense.

"So just to be clear: I kill this woman, and you'll believe me when I say I don't want anyone else?"

"Yep!" Ashley said. Huh, that was easy.

Then Ashley's face fell a little and she looked pensive again. Andrew cursed internally. Maybe it was too good to be true.

"Well…" Ashley said slowly, "you might still have to remind me. I want to believe you… I just… I worry sometimes."

That was surprisingly introspective for her. Andrew nodded in agreement and cupped her cheek in his hand. "I'll tell you whenever you need me to, as long as you don't yell at me about it."

She looked a little chagrined, but leaned into his touch. "I'm—I'm sorry, I don't… I don't mean to, it's just…" She sniffled a little and closed her eyes.

Andrew pulled her closer into his arms and rubbed a hand over her back soothingly. They'd started getting rooms with one queen bed rather than two singles, but invariably found themselves curled up together as though the bed were still much smaller.

After a moment Ashley spoke again. "Nobody likes me. You're the only one who's ever picked me. So you can't leave me, okay! Not like everybody else!"

Andrew continued rubbing circles on her back.

"And I know it's different now, but you left me before! For those floozies! You never had time for me and then I had no one!" Ashley's voice cracked with emotion. It sounded like she was trying not to yell. Andrew wanted to say something, but couldn't think of anything that wouldn't start a fight, so he just squeezed her tighter.

Ashley took a couple deep breaths. She was shaking a little in his arms, and her eyes were still closed tightly. "I want to believe you," she said again, "I just don't know how."

"We can work on it," Andrew said. "I'm sorry I left you before"—he wasn't, really, but he was at least sorry she was upset about it and that was close enough—"and I promise I'm staying this time."

He kissed Ashley gently on the forehead. She opened her eyes to look at him and a tear escaped down her cheek. He wanted to make her feel better, but he didn't know how. Their conversation had left him emotionally drained.

"So, want to plan a murder?" he asked. Yep, nailed it.

Ashley giggled wetly. "You're so romantic."

"I just want to keep you safe!" He poked her in the side and she squeaked and swatted his hand.

"How is planning a murder keeping me safe?"

"Because we're planning it, dumbass. I can't take care of you if we get caught. Since we decided on this one ahead of time, we can do it right."

Ashley sighed. "I guess… it's not as fun though."

"Getting arrested for murder would be even less fun. See how much I do for you?"

Ashley actually looked less miserable at that. Maybe their relationship was fucked up enough that planning a murder together could be romance as well as romantic. He had a sudden mental image of one of Julia's inane teen magazines with the headline "Top 10 date activities for the sister you fuck." He shoved the image to the back of his mind. The box of suppressed thoughts had gone through a spring cleaning recently, but he could always start a new one.

"She's staying in this motel, but I don't know for how long, so if we're doing this we should do it tonight," Andrew said. "I just don't know which room she's in."

"Oh! I do!" Ashley exclaimed.

"You do?"

"Yeah, I followed her back from the park after you left."

"What a creepy little stalker you are." Andrew ruffled her hair affectionately. "Okay then, do you want to eat her?" Better to know up front so he could plan for cleanup.

"... … No. I don't want any of her inside of you," Ashley said seriously.

Andrew was not going to unpack any of that. Moving right along. "Next question: are we sacrificing her to the demon?"

"Huh?"

"It seems like a waste of a soul not to, but you did say you wanted me to kill her."

Ashley frowned. "You're right… but… I do want you to kill her…"

Andrew thought for a moment. "Well, she'll still be alive after the demon takes her soul, right? I could just kill her after?"

"Yeah…" Ashley didn't sound very enthusiastic about that. "It's not the same though, unless you want to be the one to summon the demon?"

No, no he very much did not. He still wasn't sure what was up with that weird mark on his hand, so he was happy to let Ashley take the lead on all things demon-related.

"Nah, why would I when you're so good at it?"

Ashley giggled and blushed at the complement, but still didn't look happy with the plan. Andrew considered the issue.

"How about this," he said, "we set up the ritual and then I almost kill her before you summon the demon? Then when it takes her soul we can just let her bleed out or something."

"Ooooooo you're so smart, this is why I keep you around!" Ashley's playful grin was back on her face, and Andrew relaxed a little.

"Not because you love me?" he couldn't resist teasing her.

Ashley tackled him over onto his back. "I love you!!! You're my favorite brother! You're going to kill that bitch for me!!!"

Andrew laughed and brushed a strand of hair out of her face. "And you'll believe me that I'm sticking around?"

Ashley sighed and said, "I'll try…"

"You can always ask me if you're doubting." Reassuring her occasionally would be less work than dealing with her tantrums. Especially since those tantrums sometimes had a body count…

"You won't lie to me?" Ashley asked. For a moment, Andrew could see Leyley in her place, hopeful and uncertain and manipulative all at once. He twirled a strand of her hair around his finger.

"...Not about this at least," he said, smirking. Ashley hit him with a pillow. He probably deserved that.

"Ugh, I take it back, you're the worst," she said. The wording was playful, but she actually looked a little hurt. Maybe she was taking this more seriously than he gave her credit for.

Andrew sighed again. He always caved when Leyley made sad eyes at him, and this was no exception. He didn't even think she was faking it this time, which kind of made it worse.

"Okay, here's how it's going to be," he said. "If I ever want to get rid of you, I'll just kill you."

"Wha—?" Ashley's eyes were wide and shocked.

"That way, if you're still alive you'll know I want you around," he explained. "So you can believe me when I tell you I'm staying, because I'd just kill you otherwise."

He had imagined killing Ashley many times since the quarantine started, but the thought felt unsatisfying now. He didn't think he actually wanted to kill her anymore, so he was stuck with her. He didn't hate the idea.

Ashley blinked a few times while she processed what he said, then dove in to give him a messy kiss.

"Oooooooo you're so romaaaaantic," she cooed, batting her eyelashes. "''Til death do us part.'"

Andrew looked away. He felt some sort of way about that which he did not care to investigate further at the moment. His cheeks were hot and he wanted to hide from Ashley's scrutiny.

…

"...I still want you to kill that bitch though."

Andrew just laughed.

"Alright, you remember the plan?" Andrew asked.

"Yep! I point the gun at her, you tie her up and slit her wrists, I summon the demon, then you make it look like she killed herself."

He gave her a kiss on the cheek to reward good behavior. "Remember, don't actually shoot her, because if you do I can't kill her for you." Really, he just didn't want the gunshot attracting attention, but he needed Ashley to go along with it.

Ashley giggled. "I'll remember!"

"You ready?" he asked. Ashley nodded eagerly. He took a quick inventory: cleaver, rope, towel for a gag, plastic bags for any bloody clothing, candles, lighter, the set of lockpicks he'd gotten from a sketchy pawn shop, and gloves for both of them. He checked over Ashley to make sure she had her gun.

…

She did have her gun, but her hair was messy and loose from him running his fingers through it.

"Can I tie your hair up?" he asked. "I don't want you leaving anything at the crime scene."

Ashley laughed. "You pervert, you just want to touch my hair!"

Andrew wasn't sure why that made him a pervert, but now wasn't the time to argue. Ashley handed him her hair tie, and he carefully combed through her hair with his fingers before tying it back in a tight ponytail. He resisted the urge to linger.

"Let's go."

Andrew unlocked the door to the woman's motel room. He'd been practicing with the lockpicks since he got them, but this was the first time he'd done it under pressure. He was relieved not to have messed it up in front of Ashley. Quietly, he pushed the door open and waved Ashley inside. She drew her gun as she stepped through the door. With her black leather gloves and her hair pulled back tightly, she looked almost professional. It was kind of hot. Not the time, Andrew.

He put the lockpicks away, checked again that there was no one outside to see them, then slipped into the room after her. He made sure he had everything he needed in reach, then looked at Ashley. She nodded in silent confirmation, gun pointed at the sleeping woman. Andrew crept up to the bed. The woman had passed out on top of the covers, so it was easy enough to confirm that it was the same person who had propositioned him earlier.

Andrew slapped a hand over the woman's mouth and dragged her upright in the bed. She immediately started struggling and trying to yell through his hand. She tried to bite him, but it was completely ineffective through his leather gloves. Unfortunately, he couldn't hold the cleaver to her throat… it would be a bit tricky to make that look self-inflicted if he slipped. Fortunately, Ashley had that part under control. With the hand not holding the gun, she flipped on the desk lamp so the woman could see the threat she faced. She had a confident smirk on her face. He loved her flair for the dramatic.

"Here's what's going to happen," Andrew said. The woman froze. He wondered if she recognized his voice. "You're going to stay very quiet and not struggle, and if you cooperate, we'll let you go."

The woman made a muffled sound, and Andrew rolled his eyes. "Nod if you understand."

The woman nodded.

"If you try to escape, or do anything to attract attention, my girl here will shoot you. Understand?"

The woman nodded again, but Andrew was more interested in the pleased blush he could see growing on Ashley's cheeks.

"Good," Andrew said. "I'm going to remove my hand. Remember, if you make a sound, you get shot."

The woman nodded frantically. Quickly, Andrew grabbed the towel and shoved it into her mouth, tying it in place with a piece of rope. Then, he tied her arms in front of her—he'd need access to her wrists for her blood—and hobbled her legs together. He dragged her off the bed to kneel on the floor.

"Alright, stay put."

He glanced at Ashley. She still had the gun trained on the woman, but she was looking at him. She'd been surprisingly quiet so far. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were wide and if he didn't know better, he'd think she was aroused. Actually, maybe she was. It wouldn't be surprising if seeing him murder someone for her turned her on. He tucked that thought away, not to bury, but to consider later.

Andrew dragged the desk and chair out of the way to make a larger clear spot in the room. He set out the candles in a rough circle, then pulled out his cleaver. The woman squeaked through the gag and started to struggle.

Ashley cleared her throat loudly. "Be a good girl and stay still, unless you want me to shoot a new hole in you."

The woman froze again, looking rapidly between them.

"Like I said, cooperate and I'll let you go," Andrew said. "We just need a little bit of blood, not nearly as much as you'll lose if she shoots you."

Which was true… mostly. They would let her go—once the demon took her soul—since they'd need to untie her to fake her suicide. And he only needed a bit of her blood to draw the circle. The fact that she'd be losing more than that later was irrelevant.

The woman didn't react. She seemed paralyzed with terror. Well, that was good enough for him. He dragged her into the center of the ring of candles, then pulled her bound arms away from her body.

"Don't struggle," he said. "Wouldn't want me to cut too deep…"

He sliced a neat line along her left wrist. Blood immediately started beading up from the cut, flowing in rivulets down her arm. Andrew dragged his gloved fingers along the wound to collect the blood. The woman whimpered pathetically behind the gag. Andrew ignored her and started drawing the circle and runes. He had to go back for more blood a few more times, and by the time he finished, the flow from the cut had started to slow. The woman looked pale and woozy. He hoped she was going to pass out. Less chance of her screaming that way.

He checked on Ashley again. She was still watching him with a hungry expression. When he met her eyes, she cocked an eyebrow and said, “Well? I'm waiting~"

Andrew raised his bloody fingers to his lips and blew her a kiss. She snapped her teeth at him in response, her eyes sparkling. She was absolutely adorable. Aaaaaand he was getting distracted. Andrew shook his head in an attempt to clear his thoughts, then pulled out his lighter and lit the candles.

Ashley stepped forward to join him in the circle. She looked otherworldly in the flickering light of the candles. He wanted to touch her, to leave bloody handprints on her body, to cover her in his devotion. He would kill for her, had killed for her. He would have to kill her to be free of her. He needed her like he needed the blood in his veins. It was for her his heart beat.

He met her eyes again; they looked almost red in the firelight. She tilted her head towards the bound and bleeding woman, but Andrew couldn't look away from her. She quirked her lips in a small smile, then winked at him. His heart skipped a beat—it seemed for a second as though she had far more eyes than just the usual two. It was terrifying, but not quite off-putting.

Almost in a trance, he stepped towards her. He brought a hand up to her face and stroked along her cheek, leaving a bloody streak in his wake. She turned her head so his gloved fingers rested on her lips. He couldn't feel her skin through the leather, but her blissful expression as she mouthed at his fingertips was reward enough. She pulled back from his hand, blood staining her mouth like lipstick, and said, “Do it. Do it for your little sister. Show me how much you love me.”

Andrew swallowed. He wanted to kiss her, but that wasn’t what she’d asked of him. With one last look at Ashley’s bloodied—beautiful—face, he turned back to the bound woman in the center of the circle. She was still conscious, pale and frozen and staring back at him. He knelt on the floor beside her and she flinched away from him.

“Just a little more blood,” he said softly. “We’re almost done, and then you can go.”

This time he cut into her right arm, deeper and more ragged. He’d seen when he gave her a light that she was right handed, so he figured it would look more realistic that she’d accidentally cut herself too deep on this side. The woman whimpered and struggled weakly against the ropes before slumping unconscious.

“Whoops, my hand slipped,” Andrew deadpanned. Ashley giggled, and he smiled up at her. “Your turn, darling.”

Ashley's smile sharpened. Andrew wanted to be caught between her teeth.

"Heyyyyy demon buddy, it's me again! Got another soul for you!"

Immediately the room darkened. There was no sound other than the rushing of blood in his ears, but he felt a deep, thrumming vibration rattle through his bones. Then his vision wavered and the entity appeared. It was extremely unnerving, but Ashley looked cheerful and unbothered as she greeted it.

He watched, still kneeling beside the unconscious woman, as Ashley chatted with the demon. If he concentrated, he could hear what they were saying, but the words buzzed painfully through his mind like static, so it was easier to not listen and just look at Ashley. Blood looked good on her. So did the genuine happiness on her face when she looked at him. He smiled back at her, carefully keeping his gaze from straying to the demon beside her. Eye contact tended to be… unpleasant.

Then Ashley pointed to the woman on the floor, and the shadows in the room seemed to ripple. Andrew felt almost as though he was underwater, an invisible weight pressing down on his skin. Then as suddenly as it appeared, the entity faded away. Andrew shivered. He didn't think he'd ever get used to that.

Ashley stepped in front of him and took his face in her gloved hands. He clenched his fists to resist touching her—she'd complain if she had to wash blood out of her clothes.

"You killed her for me," Ashley said. "You killed her for me."

Andrew nodded, the motion rubbing the leather of her gloves across his cheeks. He would do it again, if she asked. He was kind of hoping she'd ask.

"Andy was mine, and now Andrew is mine too, understand?" Ashley said.

Andrew nodded again. He wasn't naive enough to believe that this would be the end of Andy, but maybe it was a step in the right direction. He was having a hard time caring about that now though. Ashley was looking down at him, a proud smile on her bloody lips. He was very aware of his position between her legs. The fact that there was a corpse (or soon-to-be corpse, he hadn't checked) next to him didn't seem to stop his dick from taking interest in the situation. He leaned forward and rested his forehead against her thigh, inhaling deeply. It was hard to smell Ashley over the overwhelming scent of blood in the room, but that wasn't exactly a turn-off either. He was learning all sorts of new things about himself today.

Ashley ran her fingers through his hair and he sighed. He really wanted to stay here, and maybe fuck Ashley in the growing pool of blood. He wanted to put bloody handprints on her skin, and have her leave bloody kiss-marks on his. Unfortunately, that would definitely leave evidence of their presence in the room. Maybe next time he could plan a way to make that happen.

Andrew pressed a kiss to the inside of Ashley's thigh, wishing it was her skin rather than the fabric of her pants, then stood up. The faster they cleaned up, the sooner they could go back to their own room. Fortunately, his planning ahead meant there wasn't much to do. They only had to untie the woman and leave her in the circle with a bloody razor blade beside her. Then the ropes, gag, and Andrew's gloves went into the plastic bags to be cleaned later. Andrew carefully wiped the blood off Ashley's face. He wished he could leave it there longer, but it would be extremely suspicious if anyone saw her on the way back to their room. Ashley also swiped the cash out of the woman's purse, but Andrew made her leave the card—no need to raise suspicion of this being a robbery.

A quick check to make sure there was no blood in implausible places, another inventory of everything they'd brought with them, and they were finished. Ashley—with her unbloodied gloves—made sure the door locked behind them.

As soon as their motel room door closed behind them, Andrew dropped the bags he was holding and slammed Ashley up against the wall. She squeaked and giggled and then his mouth was on hers and her giggles turned to muffled moans. Andrew licked into her mouth, searching for any remaining hint of blood. When he didn’t find any, he bit down hard on her lower lip. The skin split easily and Andrew groaned as the metallic taste of her blood flooded his mouth.

Ashley whined and clutched at his shoulders, bringing a leg up to wrap around his waist. Andrew grabbed her ass in both hands to lift her up onto her tiptoes. He ground his hard cock against her and they moaned in unison. After months of starvation, he wasn’t strong enough to hold her entirely off the ground and fuck her against the wall like he wanted to, but with her supporting some of her weight they could get close.

They ground frantically against each other, exchanging biting kisses. They were both still fully clothed, but Andrew couldn’t find the willpower to pull away from her to change that. Ashley tilted her head back against the wall and moaned loudly. Andrew used that opportunity to hitch her leg up higher so he could kiss down the side of her neck. He could still taste blood on his lips, and when he pulled back to look there was a trail of bloody marks where he’d kissed her. He didn’t have long to admire the effect, because Ashley grabbed him by the hair and pulled him in for another kiss.

Eventually, Andrew couldn’t ignore his trapped erection any longer. He pulled back from the kiss, breathing hard. Ashley whined and chased after his mouth, and it took an immense effort not to give in and kiss her again.

“C’mon, clothes,” he said.

Ashley blinked dazedly at him. Her pupils were wide and dark and she had blood smeared across her lips. Both of their blood. He wanted to bite her again. Instead, he stepped back from the wall and pulled off his sweater before starting on his pants. That got Ashley moving—she quickly stripped off her outer layer, then sat on the edge of the bed in just her underwear. He could see the bite marks he’d left on her shoulders last night, bruised reddish-purple against her pale skin. He knew if he took off her bra, he’d find even more.

“Well?” she asked. “Aren’t you gonna come fuck me?”

Of course he was. Andrew stalked towards her until he was standing between her parted legs and pushed her down onto the bed. He leaned over her and scraped his teeth down the column of her throat, then bit down hard over her collarbone. She gasped and writhed underneath him. He reached a hand behind her to unclasp her bra, freeing her objectively fantastic tits. He cupped one in his hand, enjoying the weight and softness. He closed his mouth around her nipple and flicked his tongue teasingly. Ashley moaned and arched her back, her hands scrabbling at his shoulders.

“A-andy!”

Andrew took his mouth off her breast. “Sorry, who?”

Ashley whined in frustration. “Andrew… please…”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

He trailed his hands down from her chest, over her stomach towards her hips. He traced along the edges of her panties and snapped the elastic against her skin, making her twitch and giggle. Then he knelt between her spread legs. Her thighs were covered in hickies and bite marks at varying stages of healing. He looked forward to adding more.

This close, he could smell how wet she was. He rubbed his thumb over the seat of her panties—she shivered and moaned at his touch—as expected, it came away wet. He loved being able to feel how much she wanted him. He leaned forward so that his face was just brushing the fabric between her legs and inhaled again.

“Andrew…” Ashley whined. “Fucking touch me goddamnit!”

He was too impatient to wait and make her ask nicely. He shoved the crotch of her panties aside and buried his face in her cunt. Ashley moaned, loud and unabashed. She dug her heels into his shoulders to pull him closer.

Andrew lost himself in the sensation of eating Ashley out. Her legs flexed around his head and he was surrounded by her scent. Her pussy fluttered around his tongue as he licked at her entrance, and her whole body shook when he sucked on her clit. His cock was still rock hard between his legs, but the sensation was more bearable now that it wasn’t trapped in his pants. He dragged his fingers across her cunt, collecting some of her wetness, and used it to slowly stroke his cock. He knew if he let himself go faster he’d come far too quickly and he wanted needed to fuck her tonight.

Ashley whimpered and ground her cunt against his face. He slipped a finger into her pussy and she gasped and bucked her hips, trying to use him to fuck herself. He curled his finger and she wailed, spasming around him as she came on his face.

Andrew had to grip the base of his cock to stop himself from coming along with her. Fuck, he loved her taste. She was warm and soft around his finger and her grip on his hair was sending pinpricks of pain cascading across his scalp. He kept his face buried between her legs, giving her slow licks with the flat of his tongue, until she started to twitch and whimper from overstimulation.

He sat back on his heels to watch her tits bounce as she took deep gasping breaths. Then, he crooked his finger up toward her pubic bone and pulled forward harshly. Ashley shrieked and jackknifed up off the bed. She smacked him on the side of the head, but he could feel her pussy clenching around him again. He smirked.

“Rude.” Ashley pouted down at him, her cheeks flushed a dark red.

He nipped at her inner thigh, and grinned when she shivered.

“Are you gonna fuck me or what?” she asked.

“I just gave you a nice orgasm and you’re not satisfied? Greedy bitch.” He punctuated the sentence with a sharp slap across her thigh. Of course he was going to fuck her, but he was doing it on his terms.

“And—Andrew, please?” Ashley asked, eyes wide and pleading. He could tell the expression was less than sincere, but he appreciated the attempt. “I need your cock in me.”

“Well, if you need it so badly, I suppose I could be convinced.” Andrew hooked two fingers through her collar and pulled her down to kiss him. She responded enthusiastically, plunging her tongue into his mouth and licking her wetness off his lips. He used his other hand to stroke teasingly at her entrance, making her squirm and gasp into the kiss.

“Please…” she said again, her voice small and needy. She sounded much more sincere this time, so Andrew let go of her collar and pulled her panties—soaked with his spit and her cum—down her legs and tossed them aside. He pressed a soft kiss to her mound before standing up to grab a condom from the nightstand.

Ashley pouted as he rolled it onto his dick. “Do we have to use that?”

“Yes, Ashley, we do.” He sure as fuck wasn’t getting her pregnant while they were on the run from the law he wasn’t thinking about the possibility of after. As much as he’d love to fuck her raw like he had that first night, he knew they’d gotten lucky and it wasn’t worth risking it again.

“Fiiiiiiiine,” Ashley sighed. “You’d better fuck me good to make up for it then.”

“Don’t I always?” Andrew grinned at her. He felt a curl of satisfaction when she blushed and looked away.

He stepped back between her legs and tilted her chin up to face him. He kissed her, soft and hungry and still just a little bloody. Ashley sighed and relaxed into the kiss, her hands resting lightly on his shoulders. She was much calmer after she’d come a time or two. He enjoyed having the option to fuck her into tranquility when he needed a bit of peace and quiet. But tonight, he wasn’t done with her quite yet.

He deepened the kiss, thrusting his tongue into her mouth in a mimicry of his earlier treatment of her pussy. He cupped one of her tits in his hand and squeezed. Ashley moaned and wrapped her legs around his waist to pull him closer. The motion brought his dick into contact with her skin and he groaned into her mouth. Ashley, of course, jumped on his reaction and started rocking her hips, grinding herself against his cock. Andrew thrust against her in response and his cock slipped across her slick folds. Fuck, he needed to be inside her.

He shoved Ashley back so she was lying down again, then pulled her legs up higher around his waist. He grabbed a pillow and pushed it underneath her hips. Most of the time he loved being taller than her, but right now it was just inconvenient. Ashley wiggled her hips on the pillow, then pressed her heels into his back to urge him closer again. Clumsily, Andrew got a hand between them and lined himself up with her entrance. Judging by the way her breath quickened, Ashley didn’t seem to notice or mind his fumbling.

He’d half-planned to tease her a little longer, but he couldn’t hold himself back. He thrust into her and Ashley cried out in surprised pleasure. He repeated the motion, deep enough that his hip bones dug into her thighs—he hoped they left bruises. Ashley was hot around him, flexing her muscles rhythmically as he fucked her. She was wet enough that he could slide in and out easily even as she clenched around him. She was by far the best fuck he’d ever had. Her manipulative streak meant she was constantly poking and prodding to get a reaction out of him, and she had quickly learned to apply that to sex. It was overwhelming and all-consuming and he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Ashley clawed at his shoulders, the pain bright and stinging. Shit, he was probably bleeding again. He didn’t exactly mind, but he’d prefer not to get blood on the motel sheets. He thought of Ashley earlier, bloody streaks on her face as she kissed his gloves. The taste on her lips when she kissed him. He’d killed someone for her tonight. In the haze of pleasure he could admit, if only to himself, that he was turned on by it. By Ashley standing over him as he knelt at her feet with blood on his hands, telling him he was hers.

He leaned down to kiss her, inhaling sharply when the change in position pressed her breasts against his chest. He kissed down the side of her neck, licking away the bloody marks he’d left there earlier. When he pulled back to look at her, he was surprised to see streaks of fresh blood smeared across her chest. He knew he should probably be concerned about the amount of damage her nails were doing, but he couldn’t concentrate on anything beyond the feel of her around him and the way her tits looked streaked with his blood and bouncing as he thrust into her.

Fuck, she was hot (he loved her). He put his hand around her throat, not tight enough to cut off her air, but enough to be a clear threat. Her eyes opened in shock, but her hips didn’t stop moving against his.

“You’re mine, understand?” Andrew said, smiling when Ashley whimpered in response (he loved her).

“You’re stuck with me and I’m stuck with you and I’m not fucking letting you go while you’re still alive.”

Ashley nodded rapidly, pushing her throat into his hand. “Y-yes, yes, please!”

Andrew squeezed harder around her throat and Ashley came with a choked gasp. She clenched around his cock, digging her heels into his back and her nails into his shoulders. Andrew forced himself to let go of her neck and gripped her hair instead, pulling hard as she whined and shuddered around him. He kissed her, biting at her lips. His hips stuttered as he tasted blood again and a few frantic thrusts later he was coming deep inside her.

“Fuck, fuck, Ashley, I love you, I love you—” he gasped against her mouth.

Andrew collapsed forward onto the bed, bracing himself above Ashley on his forearms. He rested his forehead against hers as he panted, trying to catch his breath. His whole body thrummed with the aftershocks of his climax. Even the stinging pain across his shoulders tingled pleasantly. His softening cock twitched against the skin of her hip. He should probably do something about the condom.

Ashley ran her hands up and down his back a few times and Andrew sighed in contentment. She started petting his hair and he considered being annoyed about her getting blood in it, but it felt too nice to complain about.

Then, she giggled in a way that immediately set Andrew’s instincts on edge. He raised his head warily to look at her. “What?”

“You loooooooove me,” Ashley said, grinning widely.

Andrew groaned and hid his face in her chest. He did not want to have this conversation. Underneath her usual mocking expression, she’d looked genuinely delighted. And that was… kind of okay, actually. He still didn’t want to talk about it.

“Shut up,” he mumbled, muffled by her boobs.

Ashley giggled and ruffled his hair again. “Awww don’t be shy… you know I love you too!”

He sighed, but didn’t raise his head. “I know, Ashley.”

“Really, I do! Like really really. You’re my favorite person in the whole world, and you killed someone for me.”

“I’ve killed a lot of people for you.”

“Ugh, don’t be difficult, you know what I mean!”

Andrew just sighed again.

“I know I’m not very good at it, but I really do love you.” She tugged on his hair until he looked up at her. The expression on her face was uncharacteristically serious but she smiled at him when he met her eyes. “Do you need me to kill someone to prove it to you? Cause I will totally kill someone for you.”

Andrew snorted and hid his face in her chest again. “Please don’t.”

Ashley laughed at that, and Andrew couldn’t help but join in. Fuck, he really did love her.

Ashley shifted underneath him, and Andrew was reminded of his awkward position half on and half off the bed. He stood up, pulling Ashley up with him into a sitting position. Unfortunately, he had gone fully soft during their conversation, so when he straightened up the condom slipped off his dick and onto the floor with a wet splat.

Ashley howled with laughter, falling back onto the bed and cackling loudly. Andrew just groaned and went to grab a tissue. He threw the whole mess into the trash can, then looked over at Ashley.

She was lying on the bed, naked and covered in bite marks, with streaks of blood decorating her gorgeous tits. He could look at her forever.

Ashley winked at him. “Take a picture, it’ll last longer.”

And… huh, he sure could do that. He wondered where they could get a camera.

“You’re thinking about it aren’t you, you pervert!”

“What? It was your idea!”

Ashley just laughed and Andrew pinched the bridge of his nose.

“Come on, we’ve gotta get cleaned up and get out of here before they find the body.”

He started towards the bathroom, looking back at Ashley when she didn’t follow. “Well? Aren’t you gonna join me in the shower?”